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Mr. Bird gave me a ticket.   It was a magnificent
Pageant.

In the evening my uncle Michael came home
about seven-thirty a little drunk. At least I think
he was drunk. He had recovered all his old noisy
shouting ways that he had when he first came to us.
He was another human being from the miserable,
silent, frightened creature he has been during these
last months. We had suffered alone, he and I. He
was quite frank about his happiness. ' Do you not
feel, Elizabeth/ he said,' that a weight is lifted from
our heads? Be honest now. You know that you do.
Let's enjoy ourselves for the little time there is before
my dear brother returns/

* You think he has gone on a journey some-
where? ' I asked him.

' Of course. What else?' Then he added,
stuffing his mouth with food: ' They're saying in
the town that he's been murdered.'

And then I was horrified at myself. I didn't care if
someone had killed him. My instantaneous thought
was: ' Oh, if that's what's happened, then I shall never
see him again!' I want to make this clear so that
there can be no mistake. Until my uncle said that,
I had had no thought but that for some reason of his
own my father had gone secretly to some place and
that very soon, at any moment, he would return.

As soon as my uncle spoke it was as though I
entered into some kind of conspiracy with him.

I lowered my voice, although there was no one
in the room but ourselves.

* Of course that can't be.'

* Why not?' my uncle said.    ' Hundreds of
people hated him.'